John, 1/5/73 

This morning 1 s Washington Post lias a long piece on you fellows and all the 
*un(?) you’ve been liaving with Howard Hughes during a week normally dead for news. 

Reminded me of you, ^uid that I’ve been intending to write you. 

So, I went to the files to get your last letter and with it your address, and 
lo! it is the injunction in it that I’d been intending to write you about. 

You last words were t e hope tliat I'd keep "probing well". 

*j Yeah, man; both ways! by me and of me by those I probe. 

As you probably know, theoretically and legally the CIa is precluded from engag- 
ing in domestic intelligence. Well, they do it. It seems tliat I have been of inter- 
if est to them and they've been spying on my public appearances. They have a front set 
up for this, and not for me only. A young man whe'd been a reporter worked for the 
private agency they used for tliis. It kind of nauseated him. He is somewhat like 
■5 Matt. So, he decided to quit, But before he did, although we were total strangers, 
he decided to get proof and give it to me. 

I’ve got awhol box of it. Carbon, copies, not xeroxes, of transcripts of what 
I said tliat was sent to the CIa 0 Bills rendered, checks in payment, envelopes in 
which checks were mailed. Bven a transcript of a conversation with the national 
office of the agency to get an ok to tape me. ("That old nemesis of the CIA is 
coming to town next week". "Oh, goodie, goodie!) 

You haven' t seen it because I am engaged in serious work and because the 
| company I shared with you would make almost anyone else look ptetty square, but 
I there is a pixie in tliis 60 years of blubber. I called the national manager myself 

i|| and made a deal with liirn to help him spy on me if |ie would give me transcripts! 

| After he caught his breathe, he agreed. Naturally, I was foresighted. Jo, I 

| taped tliat conversation. ("You have the all-time track record", etc.) I think you'll 
/ enjoy the tape if you ever come here.) 

Then there was tliis tiling called by the understatement. The Watergate C'aper 0 

I spotted a few of those Cuban cats real quick. Several were in my files and I had 

FBI reports on two. Those crazy revanchists had tried to give me a rough time and 
did cost me 05,000 to get a spurious lawsuit thrown .out of court twice, figured I’d 
better pay attention and tliink as the story developed. 

Some of the reporting lias really been first-rate. But there is no evidence of 
I. any original digging. All has the earmarks of leaks* T'hus the most obvious clues were 
ignored, but not by me. The result is tliat without any major investigation I know much 
more about Aunt and tliat mess and its ramifications than lias appeared in the papers. 

,i Hunt was loisidentified immediately, as was Barker, as two people who did not exist 

V in the Bay of Pig3 operation. Official leaks printed without question. Hunt was actually 
|i the man in charge of tliat whole tiling and barker was his second-in-command. Imagine such 
i;, a man working in the White House after tliat! (actually, despite the official lies, he 
i had not been let go and was still working for the White House after the arrests. J have 
written confirmation by the President' s counsel, Dean.) 

After tliis Hunt went into domestic intelligence for the CIa, for which he worked for 
20 consecutive years, until 1970 or 71. By the most remarkable of coincidences, his path 

X ost, io j.i-. use U— . 0 iiapuv.ro of . . l. — ny a. ,oii . gou scarovi iii-en i- o time a to uiie Jni 
assassination, so I had no agent. The Post sent me to an agency. The deal was soon killed 
and interest in a book I’d been working on tliat they said would make a movie died- fast. 
Hunt was with tliis agency 1965-9 while still CIA. That book said Oswald was intelligence, 
too. (He was, indeed.) 2+2? At the same tine, aunt was also with a p.r. agency in Wash., 
and they did CIA work. He was still with them when the thing broke, not as a hired pen, as 
reported, but as v.p. and director. They had other government contracts, the traditional 
intelligence cover. After they daicl they'd fired jchh him, months later, he was still get- 
ting mail and phone service with them and outside their offices, as he had been for years. 
& I kgow where. Two different addresses. And Hunt - and the president set up many of the 
phoney outfits used to circumvent the law in collecting ail those millions for the Com- 
mittee to re-elect the President. The law firm representing him, a very expensive one, has 
done CIa work. Here he is unemployed more tlian a half year and then Ms wife gets killed 
in a seemingly mysterious plane crash, with dl 0,000 in J100 bills on her, B585 in addition 
a checkbook showing more than J3»000 in her account, and the authorities have refused to 
give him the money. Bound interesting, or like your paper could be interested? There is 





still a curse on me in literary circled here, where anyone doubting the official assassi- 
nation mythology is regarded as a nut., The most recent illustration is the killing- of a 
story done about me (and unsolicited) by the managing- editor of the Sunday magazine of one 
0 i the top ten papers hero. This mg, ed. really dug into my past, too, (bid I over tell 
you x was what here is called an unregistered British agent in World War II?) The story 
was written, a reporter friend who saw it r Awd all 25 pages — told me about it. What led 
to it, a sophisticated threat against a Presidential aspirant the fuzz could net transla- 
te, is another story. If your people don't dig it, do you have any idea who there night 
and pays enough to make it worthwhile for a very broke man? meanwhile, if you ever get 
near here again, give mo a call. If 3. can't supply you with stories, and I tliink I can, I 
believe I can entertain you, although not as you were in li.O. (The artist is married and 
living in - ■ e w iiampsnire anci never gave me the sketch she made for me to use on the cover 
of my next book.) iiatt is back if you haven't heard from him. In Palo Alto, Calif.... The 
Jolly Green Giant is nuttier than I said he was. He is helping cut Ms own throat now.... 
Tuere is a aid slop 15 minutes from here and we are but an hour from downtown Washington. 
Thanks for anything you can do and best regards, 
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